158                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

CLXXIX.

VENICE, August 15, 1858.
YOU were making improper comparisons
of Mont Blanc with Sugarloaf while I was
exterminating myself searching for shells for
you. I never saw anything uglier. It is
probable that the custom houses that I have
to traverse will break them into little pieces,
or seize them entire. I rejoice at this in
advance, for such a commission was never
before given to a man of taste. Venice has
filled me with sadness. The architecture is
effective, but tasteless and without imagina-
tion, I am filled with indignation against
the commonplaces that have been written
about it. The streets are full of charming
girls, bare-footed and bare-headed, who, if
they were bathed and scrubbed, would be
Venuses.

CLXXX.

GENOA, September 10, 1858.
THE lake of Como pleased me.   I stopped
at Bellaggio.   I found in a pretty villa by the
lakeside, Madame Pasta, whom I had notul cold. I hope this will move"    Madame Vigier replied,  " Madame
